Hide her unkempt hair, bruised pale face,
Weeping and sobbing, tears from buddy cheeks,
."A mother's day, a mother's day", testing day,
"Soon get good job, then take you out from here",
From last many years, same slogan repeat,
What her affection or love in her heart?
Dumb and deaf in dolour of dollar,
A mother's day, a poor mother's day ag^in,
Steps no fast nor slow, nor happy nor gloomy,
Languid brain, unhealthy mind, heavy heart,
On the closed iron barrack, hung a board,
"Left yesterday, sped to unknown address",
No virginity nor pure and dear feeling
A baby born latter to that pale girl,
With the blood of the rude society,
With the putrid flesh of the disdained nature,
Near Stop and Sell" to leave it in the same hell.